ADVENT

the Metro we saw three French soldiers, grimy and unspeakably
haggard. I spoke to them and they said they had come from the
Somme and were trying to catch up with their unit. They had got
into the Metro at the Mairic d'Issy, where they had neither seen nor
heard anything of the Germans. I told them the Germans were in
Paris arid they wouldn't believe me. Then they did believe me and
they were downhearted. One of them had a rifle, which he put
under the seat. They decided to get off at the furthermost Metro
station and try to dodge the Germans. They hacl no money, so I
gave them some and we wished each other ban courage.
When we reached the Etoile station Nona and I got out. We
ran up the stairs, came out into the sunshine and there, as though
hit with an axe, I saw the swastika flying on the Arc dc Triomphe.
There had been in my life a period when 1 passed the Arc de
Triomphe at least four times a day. It had become lor me not only
a monument of France's glory and French heroism, but had become
an intimate part of my life, a life that was woven around certain
ideas which the Arc de Triomplie came to embody just as much as
the Lion and the Unicorn. So now the flag, or rather the trade-
mark of eternal German aggression, was doubly painful. [ felt weak
in the knees, and there was an empty feeling within me as if all that
is life had gone.
A military band was playing and in a car a German general was
taking the salute. The general's car ran hither and thither so that
all the troops should get some view of him. There were plenty of
watchers. They watched as you watch a football match, but with
much less interest. There was no excitement in the crowd.
Apathy, complete disillusion, a crowd without bearings. To go from
the Metro to the Avenue Victor Hugo you have to cover a biggish
slice of the Place de 1'Etoile. So I saw the swastika and heard the
band a longer time than was good for me. I knew there were a
couple of tears cruising down my cheeks, but I knew too that I
could hold them back. I'm referring to all the tears that remained
unshed.
William Bullitt, the Ambassador of mighty America, had taken
a rose to Jeanne d'Arc a few days before. My humble, small
contribution was those two tears; and I should have been happy
had the sky turned dark with bombers of the R.A.F. Hacl one of
their bombs hit me I should have died ecstatically happy. Because
real, intrinsic feeling has no monopoly. Nona, who was very erect
but very red, turned to me and said, "If thousands of English bombs
were dropped here and now, 1 should die happy."
V/e went on, and the music shrieked and the swastika fluttered